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clearly meant for L.S.D. ! Ting, my Ting, are you going
to stay and see all these people ? Well, then, get up here
or you'll be trodden on. Isn't he Chinese ? He does so
round off the room."
Ting-a-ling laid his nose on his paws, in the centre of a
jade green cushion.
"Mr. Curding Minner!"
The well-known novelist looked pale and composed.
Shaking the two extended hands, he gazed at Ting-a-ling,
and said :
" How nice !    How are you, my little man ? "
Ting-a-ling did not stir. " You take me for a common
English dog, sir ! " his silence seemed to say.
" Mr. and Mrs. Walter Nazon, Miss Lenda Frow."
Amabel Nazing came first, clear alabaster from her fair
hair down to the six inches of gleaming back above her
waist-line, shrouded alabaster from four inches below the
knee to the gleaming toes of her shoes ; the eminent
novelist mechanically ceased to commune with Ting-a-ling.
Walter Nazing, who followed a long way up above his
wife, had a tiny line of collar emergent from swathes of
black, and a face, cut a hundred years ago, that slightly
resembled Shelley's. His literary productions were some-
times felt to be like the poetry of that bard, and sometimes
like the prose of Marcel Proust. " What oh ! " as Michael
said.
Linda Frewe, whom Fleur at once introduced to Gurdon
Minho, was one about whose work no two people in her
drawing-room ever agreed. Her works c Trifles ' and c The
Furious Don' had quite divided all opinion. Genius
according to some, drivel according to others, those books
always roused an interesting debate whether a slight
madness enhanced or diminished the value of art. She
herself paid little attention to criticism—she produced*

